
The Tragedy ^/Hamlet 

Let Mm goc Gcrtrard, do notfcarc ourperfon, 

There’s fuch diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepc to what it would, 

A<STs little of his will, tell me Lames 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard, 

Speakeman. 

Laet. Where is my father / 

King, Dead, 

Q uee. But not by him. 

King. Let him demaund his fill, 

L aer % How came he dead? lie not be iugled with, 

To hell alegiance, vowes to the blackcft diuell, 

Confcience and grace, totheprofoundeftpit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Band, 

That both the worlds Igiuc to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely l ie be reuengd 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall ftay you ? 

'Lair. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes lie husband them fo well. 

The fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deete father, i*ft writ in your reuenge, 

That foope-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King . Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide fie ope my armes, 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Rcpaft them with my blood. 

King* Why now youfpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guilt'cffc of your fathers death, * 

And am moft fengblc in griefefor it, 

It fhall as leuell to your iudgement pcare 

As day do oes to your eye. A ncyfe rriibsn. 

Enter Opbdta. 

Lae*-. Let her come in. 

How now what noyfe is chat } 
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Prince efDenynarke. 

Ohcate,dry vp my braincs,tearcs feauen times fak 
Burnc out the fence and vertuc of mine eye . 

By heauen thy madnesfhali be pay d with weight 
Tillourfcalc turnethe beatne. ORofeofMay, 

Deere mayd,kind filler ,fwcet Ophelia , 

0 hcaucns,ift pofflble a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans lifal 

Ophe . They bore him bare-fac’d on the Bcere, 

And in his graue t ain’d manyatcare. 

Fire you well my Douc. 

jAtr. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’ftpcrfwade reuenge 
It could not tnooue thus. 

Ophe . You mu/1 ling a downe a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfc Steward chat ftole his Maifters daughter, 

Laer. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe . There s Rofemary,that for remembrance, pray you loue re, 
member, and there is Pancics^thacsfor thought#. 

Laer . A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe . There’s Fcnnill for you, and Colcmbincs , there’s Rewe for 
you,& heeres fomc for me, we may call it hrrbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may weare vour Rcwe wrth a difference,chere’s a Dafic, I would 
giuc you fome Violets , but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thought and afflictions, p3ffion, hell itfelfe 
She turncs to fauour and to premneffe. 

Ophe . And will a not come againc. Song. 

And will a not come againc. 

No, no, he is dcad,goc to thy death bed, 

Heneuer will come againe* 

His beard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole, 

He is gone,he is gonc,and we caft away mone, 

G^d a mercy on his foule,and all Chnftiansfoulcs, 

God buy yous. 

^rar. Doc you this O God. 

King. Laertes,} mult commune with your grief*, 

Of you dcocy me right, goc but a pan # 
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